Growing Pains by Ethington, Sue
Sketch
Volume 32, Number 1 1965 Article 12
Growing Pains
Sue Ethington∗
∗Iowa State University
Copyright c©1965 by the authors. Sketch is produced by The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress).
http://lib.dr.iastate.edu/sketch
Growing Pains 
by Sue Ethington 
English, ST. 
HTHE morning sun, carefully muted by the half-closed 
-™- drapes, shone hesitantly upon the bent figure at the writ-
ing desk. Grace Johnson was addressing invitations to the 
Hospital Guild tea. She wore a tailored gray suit and had 
her brown hair neatly swept back into a chignon. A self-
indulgent smile completed her ordered appearance. Hear-
ing a knock at the back door, Grace took off her jeweled 
glasses and walked to the hall mirror to check her makeup. 
Satisfied that her forty-five years were carefully hidden, she 
walked with calm assurance to the door and opened it. "Oh— 
it's you, Mrs. Heuber. I'd almost forgotten you were coming 
to clean today.'' 
"Hi, Miz Johnson. Nice mornin', ain't it." Mrs. Heuber's 
warm smile revealed a sparse set of yellow teeth. She wore 
a faded cotton dress that stretched unevenly across her broad 
hips. Her gray hair was pulled severely back from her ruddy 
face. She carried a plastic bucket in her calloused hands. 
"Yes, Mrs. Heuber, it certainly is, and we have a lot of 
work to do today, too." 
"Yes'm, I 'spect I do. I'm a wee bit tired this mornin'. 
M'legs been botherin' me agin. Swelled up so bad last night, 
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didn't get a lick of sleep." She heaved a wheezy sigh and 
waddled into the kitchen. 
"Oh, that's too bad, Mrs. Heuber—but we do all have our 
little pains, don't we? Now let's see—I think you can start 
with the two guest rooms. They really are in a frightful 
mess. You'd better wash the floors, and do you suppose 
you could put away those winter clothes lying on the beds? 
I really haven't had the time to do anything with them be-
cause of this Hospital Guild tea." Mrs. Heuber nodded 
tiredly and started toward the stairs. Mrs. Johnson watched 
her heaving buttocks receding and felt repulsed. / just don't 
understand how people can lei themselves get like that. It 
certainly doesn't seem to bother her any. I'm glad I don't 
have to have her around very often—it's disgusting! She went 
back into the living room, stopped to straighten a portrait 
of herself hanging over the fireplace, and returned to her 
desk. She glanced at the list of names before her. Fifty-
three more—Mrs. Phillip W. Carville. She neatly copied the 
name onto the envelope and glanced back to the address 
She'll probably be wearing another new outfit. She thinks 
she has to keep up appearances just because her husband 
was chosen the new Hospital director. Well, I'll wear my 
green suit again—even though she has seen it before. Mrs. 
Bertram A. Shaeffer—. The time passed quickly. She 
had just begun addressing the last of the invitations when 
she heard a car drive up. The gay voice of her sixteen-year-
old daughter floated through the open window. 
"See you later, Karen—don't forget to pick me up to-
morrow!" The front door burst open, and Judy tumbled 
into the room, blond hair flying. She wore a broad grin on 
her flushed face. "Oh, Mom! You'll never guess—you'll just 
die!" 
"What dear?" / do wish ludy wouldn't shout like that 
in the house. 
"Mom—he finally asked me out. Bob asked me out. We 
were sitting at the game this morning and he just asked me. 
We're going to the show next weekend. Oh, Mom—I'm so 
excited!" Judy hurled herself into an armchair, pom-poms 
and all. Her mother glanced up, annoyed. 
"Judy, dear—please be careful of the furniture. You 
know how busy I am. I just don't have time to go around 
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straightening after you. Now why can't you sit down like a 
lady?" 
"Sorry, Mom/' Judy threw off her coat and relaxed over 
the chair. 
"Who did you say this was, Dear? Is that Bob Wilcox, 
the lawyer's son?" 
"No, his name is Bob Thomas, and he's the greatest guy. 
Everyone at school thinks he's so sharp. The girls will be so 
jealous when they see us . . . . " 
"Bob Thomas? I don't believe I've heard the name be-
fore. What does his father do?" 
"He's in construction work, I think." Mrs. Johnson 
stopped addressing envelopes and raised her eyes to meet 
her daughter's. 
"He owns a construction company, did you say?" 
"No—he works for one. I think the one that's building 
the new clinic for us." Mrs. Johnson smoothed her skirt and 
smiled sweetly. Her voice was patronizing. 
"Now, Judy—you don't want to start dating boys like 
that. I'm sure he's nice, but really, darling—these construc-
tion people are rather—rather crude, don't you think?" Judy's 
mouth fell in disbelief. 
"Mother! How can you say that? Bob is one of the nicest, 
best-mannered boys I know. He's got a much better per-
sonality than some of those—those snobs in the school. That 
Richard Martin you liked so much was so boring I could 
hardly keep awake—and besides, it's his father that's in con-
struction work." 
"Yes, dear—I know, but if Bob comes from that sort of 
background you can hardly expect him to be much different. 
You know how Mrs. Heuber's son turned out. He was 
popular in high school, but he's just a common laborer 
now—and I hear he drinks way too much." 
"But, Mother—that's his own business he's in, and be-
sides—you and Dad drink." 
"That's not the same, Judy. We're both intelligent 
people, and we can control our drinking. If he had any 
money at all, he would certainly do something about his 
mother. Now why don't you just explain to Bob that you 
just found out we've planned to visit your Aunt next week-
end. I'm sure he won't mind, Judy." 
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"But I want to go out with him." 
"Oh, Judy! You just think you do. When you're older 
you'll understand what I'm talking about. I'm just doing 
what I know is best." 
"Mom—I just can't lie to Bob." 
"Judy—we'll talk about it later. Right now I'm very 
busy. I have to get these finished before I leave for my hair 
appointment this afternoon, and I have to clean the house 
before Bridge Club tonight." Judy rose helplessly from her 
chair, stood looking at her mother's head bent over the desk, 
then ran from the room. Mrs. Johnson raised her head 
momentarily as she heard Judy's bedroom door slain up-
stairs. These teenagers! They get so involved with them-
selves. I just don't know what's getting into Judy lately— 
she used to be so sensible. 
She finished the last invitation and stacked them neatly 
on the desk. She rose and walked over to the window. A 
smile of self-satisfaction spread on her face as she surveyed 
the tinge of green appearing in the spring grass. / do hope 
my tulips look pretty this year, I suppose I'll have to remind 
Mrs. Mayer to keep her boys away from them. She certainly 
does let them run wild. A white Chrysler coming up the 
street caught her attention. Oh, Carl's home. Maybe he'll 
have time to speak to Judy. 
A tall, well-built man got out of the car and walked 
briskly up the steps. The door opened and Dr. Carl John-
son gave his wife a warm grin. "Hey—looks like spring is 
finally here, Grace. Maybe if I don't have many house calls 
this afternoon I can take off early. How about it, Dear-
would you like to take the pro on for a few holes of golf?" 
Mrs. Johnson gave her husband an exasperated look. 
"Carl—you know I don't have time. I've got a million and 
one things to do." Carl heaved a sigh and shrugged. 
"I'm sorry, Dear—I forgot. Oh, well, I guess I can get 
Bob Wilcox to come along." 
"After this tea is over, I'll be glad to play with you, but 
you do understand how busy I am now." He nodded apolo-
getically, and started toward the kitchen. 
"Hey, what's for lunch today? I'm starved—had an emer-
gency case this morning and couldn't stop for breakfast." 
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Mrs. Johnson walked over to the desk and scribbled a note 
on the memo pad. 
' 'What did you say, Dear?" 
"I said I 'm hungry. What is there to eat?" He popped 
his head around the corner and waited for his wife's report. 
"Oh, I haven't had time to think about it. Why don't 
you fix yourself some soup and warm up that casserole we 
had last night." Carl made a sour face and disappeared. Mrs. 
Johnson checked the memo pad again, then followed her 
husband into the kitchen. He was eying some cans of soup 
on the shelf. 
"How was your morning, Grace?" 
"Oh, fine, Dear. Mrs. Heuber came to help with the 
cleaning so I had time to get the invitations finished." Carl 
stopped fumbling with the can opener. 
"Say—how is Mrs. Heuber feeling? She stopped into my 
office yesterday. Her legs were bothering her again. All 
that weight on them is making those varicose veins worse. I 
gave her some medicine for the pain, but she's going to have 
to take it easy. He r blood pressure was up this time, too." 
"She's fine, Dear. She mentioned something about her 
legs, but I 'm so used to her complaining I didn't pay much 
attention—oh, by the way—Judy came home this morning 
and said she had a date with some construction worker's son 
—I forget his name—anyway, she made this date without 
thinking, and I told her she shouldn't go. You know how we 
feel about these people from working class backgrounds. 
She won't go, of course, bu t she doesn't understand now that 
we know what's best for her. Could you speak to her, Dear?" 
Dr. Johnson set the can of soup down and turned to gaze at 
his wife, a look of concern on his face. 
"Grace, Judy's old enough now to know what she's doing. 
I've noticed that she really is a pretty perceptive girl when 
it comes to people. I 'm sure she can choose her dates better 
than we can. This boy is probably very nice." She smiled at 
her husband sweetly. 
"I know, Dear, but I 'm sure Judy won't like him. I'm just 
saving her the disappointment. This is just a stage she's 
going through, and we've just got to be patient. I 'm sure 
you'll be able to explain it to her." She went over and 
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opened the can for her immobile husband. He was frown-
ing. 
"By the way—where is Judy?" 
"Upstairs in her bedroom." 
"Is she mad?" 
"Oh, of course not—well, she might have been a little at 
first, but she's probably over that. I just wanted you to let 
her know that we both feel the same way, that's all." Carl 
Johnson's mouth tightened. His annoyance was distracted 
by the sound of Mrs. Heuber coming clumsily down the 
stairs. He moved aside to let her enter the kitchen. She 
was carrying a pail of soapy water and a wet rnop. Drops of 
sweat clung to her hairy lip, and she was breathing hard. 
"Good morning, Mrs. Heuber. How do you feel today?" 
"Oh, a lot better, Dr. Johnson—that medicine ya gave me 
helped a lot—still feelin' a mite tired though." 
"Well, you shouldn't work so hard. Remember I told 
you to stay off your feet for a few days. That medicine was 
only for the pain—you need some rest." 
"It'll take a lot mor'n pain to keep me from aworkin'. I 
like to keep myself busy, ya know." She smiled proudly. 
"That's good, Mrs. Heuber, but why don't you go home 
now and take a good nap." She sighed wearily and started 
toward the back door. 
"Yes, I think I'll do that, Doctor. I got all m'work done. 
I'll just empty this, then be on m'way. Do you want me to 
come t'morrow Miz Johnson?" Grace finished putting the 
casserole in the oven, then thought a moment. 
"Yes, I think I do, Mrs. Heuber. Why don't you try and 
get here a little bit earlier. I'd like to change the living room 
around a bit." 
"Yes'm. I'll see ya t'morra." She ambled slowly out the 
door. 
"Goodbye now, Mrs. Heuber." At the sound of his wife's 
voice, musically sweet, Carl Johnson turned abruptly away 
and went upstairs. "You know, Carl? No wonder her son 
is the way he is. What a horrible example she must have 
been for him." She looked around when no answer came 
and saw that Carl had left. Oh, well, it's not really important. 
Carl is probably talking to Judy novo. She smiled, and went 
over to the oven to check on the casserole. 
